ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

ing aside, with gestures almost of pain, of imprisonment
Only Alfredo, laying his hand on mine, was laughing
loosely, floridly. He would upset all the Government witl
a jerk of his well-built shoulder, and then he would have;
spree - such a spree. He laughed wetly to me.

The Giuseppino waited patiently during this tips'
confidence, but his pale clarity and beauty was somethinj
constant and star-like in comparison with the flushed, sof
handsomeness of the other. He waited patiently, lookinj
at me.

But I did not want him to go on: I did not want tx
answer. I could feel a new spirit in him, something strang<
and pure and slightly frightening. He wanted somethinj
which was beyond me. And my soul was somewhere ir
tears, crying helplessly like an infant in the night I coulc
not respond: I could not answer. He seemed to look at me,
me, an Englishman, an educated man, for corroboratioit
But I could not corroborate him. I knew the purity and
new struggling towards birth of a true star-like spirit. Bui
I could not confirm him in his utterance: my soul could
not respond. I did not believe in the perfectibility of maa
I did not believe in infinite harmony among men. And
this was his star, this belief*

It was nearly midnight A Swiss came in and asked foi
beer. The Italians gathered round them a curious dark-
ness of reserve. And then I must go.

They shook hands with me warmly, truthfully, putting
a sort of implicit belief in me, as representative of some
further knowledge. But there was a fixed, calm resolve
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